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One night as I was picking my way to the latrine with
the help of matches, the sentry on duty whispered the
word "Jesus/* and made the sign of the Cross as I passed
him. After this introduction I naturally hoped that he
might be of use. He was a fine figure of a man, with a
proud poise of head, an aquiline nose, and delicate,
gracefully-moulded ears, as if some Hittite King had been
his ancestor.

Next morning I was gazing at him in admiration, and
gauging his possibilities, when a curious thing happened.

Our eyes met and he became mesmerised by my eye-
glass. (It has the same effect on some babies, and on
ravens.) For a long time we stared at each other in silence,
then, thinking that the sergeant of the guard would
notice our behaviour, I looked the other way. The sentry's
mouth quivered and he burst into a storm of tears.
The sergeant came out to see what was the matter. There
stood the big sentry, wailing, and actually gnashing his
white teeth. I tried to look as innocent as I felt The
sergeant bristled with rage, pulled the sentr/s poor nose,
boxed his beautiful ears.

I had not the slightest idea what was the matter, nor
do I know now. He was hysterical. Yes, but why ? Was
he a Christian? What pent-up emotions were released
when we met ?

That solvent of perplexity, nicotine, relieved the
situation. First the sergeant accepted a cigarette, and,
more diffidently, the sentry. I put in xny eye-glass again,
and convinced them, I think, that it could weave no spell.

Foiled in this direction, my next adventure was with
a wall-eyed Chaoush1 who visited us occasionally as inter-
preter, and helped us to buy food. Ghaib Chaousk was a

1 Sergeant.